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fW^HE USUAL CROWD was loitering in the 
Bent River post office when Hezekiah 
Green entered, Hezekiah was a spare man of 
only average height. He wore rubber boots, 
knee length with low heels. His faded over- 
alls were tucked into them. On his head was 
a tattered straw hat. His face was lined and 
leathery. Hezekiah Green was forty-two years 
old. 

He stepped over to the mail window — the 
post office was in one corner of the Bent River 
General Store — and asked. "Any mail for me? 
The name's Green — Hezekiah Green." 

Before postmaster Zack Purdy could reply, 
a burly young man called Red Whiskers had 
stepped between Green and the window, rough- 
ly pushing the smaller man aside. 

"There's no mail here for [testers!" he 
growled. "And there's no room here for 

Red Whiskers was dressed like a cattleman. 
He wore a broad Stetson, neckerchief, gaudy 
shirt, levis, chaps, high-heeled, spurred half- 
boots, He was dressed more or less like the 
other dozen men in the store. Green was very 
obviously the only farmer. 

Hezekiah Green had fought sun and rain, 
cold and drouth, weed and rocks, in wrestling 
a living from the soil. When the government 
had opened up new lands in the west for 
settlers, he had not been afraid to move his 
family from the Buckeye State to the new, 
wild frontiers. He had never been scared of 
any man or anything, and he was not scared 

"Stand aside," he said. "I am a citizen of the 
United States of America. I know my rights. 
It is my right to pick up my mail and I intend 
to do so!" 

"I'll show you the only right you're entitled 
to!" retorted Red, as he swung his fist flush 
on Green's jaw. The little man was propelled 
halfway across the store where he crashed 
against a flour barrel. He lay there for a mo- 



ment, dazed, shaking his head, trying to c 
away the cobwebs so he could get back into 
the one-sided battle. 

But Red had no intention of letting him 
make a comeback. He had drawn one of his 
pistols and was pointing it at the farmer. "Gut 
on your feet, nester, and get out of here. 
You're not wanted, 1 give you just twenty-four 
fiours to pack up your wife and your brats and 
head back where you came from. The only sod- 
busters thai stay in these parts are dead ones!" 

A fist came down hard on Red's gun arm 
and sent the pistol clattering. Another fist 
crashed against Red's jaw and sent him spraw- 
ling. As he lay on his back, Red Whiskers in- 
stinctively went for his other gun, but re- 
laxed his fingers when he found himself star- 
ing into the barrel of a Colt ,45. 

Clem Good, foreman of the Jj Spread, held 
the .AS steady. He drawled, "Red Whiskers, 
you're too quick with your fists. You had no 
reason to knock the little man down. Now you 
get out of town — pronto!" 

Red got to his feet and scrambled for the 
door. It was obvious he didn't want to tangle I 
with Clem Good. His only show of spirit was 
10 hurl the phrase, "Nester-lover !" over his 
shoulder as he sprang to his saddle. 

Hezekiah Green had got up and walked 
toward the mail window. He said. "Thanks, 
mister," and held out his hand toward Clem 
Good. The ranch foreman refused to shake. 

"I hate nesters as much as anybody," he 
blurted. "This is cattle country and you farm- 
ers don't belong here!" 

"But I don't understand," said Hezekiah, 
r.uzzled. "You took my side in this quarrel . . ." 

"That's only because I like fair play," 
grumbled the tall foreman. "Can't stand to 
see a big bully beating up a little man. Besides, 
it's like you say. The government has opened 
up some land out here for you hombres and 
( Continued on inside back cover) 
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that makes it legal. I obey the law. But that 
don't mean I have to love you!" 

Silently, Hezekiah Green picked up his mail 
and departed. A few minutes later when the 
store had cleared out, postmaster Zack Purdy. 
lingering his wide, white mustache, said, "Clem 
Good, you're a young man, but you're an old 
fogey!" 

Clem grinned good-naturedly at the old man. 
"Zack, you ornery sidewinder, you know 
you're the only honibre in the territory who 
can call me names and get away with it. What 
do you mean by that?" 

"I mean you're against progress," said the 
postmaster. "If this part of the country is ever 
going to amount to a hill of beans, there's got 
to be progress. Railroads replacing the stage- 
coaches, telegraph lines instead of smoke 
signals — all that sort of thing. And there's 
got to be more people and there's got to be 
farmers to feed the people. Vou ought to be 
welcoming the nesters instead of discouraging 
them. And believe me, boy, you're the leader 
in these parts. If you took a stand in favor of 
the farmers, every cattleman in these parts 
would be on your side." 

"That's loco talk," Clem protested. "This 
is cattle country and should remain so." 

"Have it your way," said Zack. "But think 
over what I said. And here's another thing to 
think over. Red Whiskers is hopping mad from 
the way you laid him out in front of everybody. 
You'd better have eyes in the back of your 
head!" 

But Clem did not have eyes in the back of 
his head. He was alone on the trail when the 
ugly voice called, "Raise your hands or get a 
bullet in the back!" 

He raised his hands and he recognized the 
voice of Red Whiskers saying, "Take his guns, 
Bert, while I keep him covered." Bert took 
the guns, then Clem was ordered to dismount. 
His hands were tied behind htm. 

Red Whiskers approached, a devilish grin 
on his face, hatred gleaming from his pig eyes. 



"Clem Good, I'm going to make you mighty 
sorry that you ever took a poke at me. I'm go- 
ing to smash your pretty face up so that even 
your ma won't recognize you." Drawing back 
his fist he ordered, "Keep him covered, Bert." 

There was a "whooshing" sound and Bert let 
out a howl of pain. He fell to the ground, 
clutching at his right calf. Red Whiskers 
whirled as he -heard the rushing footsteps and 
tried to draw, but a long-handled spade cracked 
hard against his head and sent him down, and 

Hezekiah Green jumped quickly to the writh- 
ing Bert and relieved htm of his guns. Then 
he cut the ropes binding Clem Good's wrists. 

"I don't carry a gun," he explained, "so when 
I sized up the situation I had to throw (he 
pitchfork at that one — " he pointed at Bert — 
"and then I figured if I was lucky 1 could get 
this one with the spade before he had a chance 
to shoot. I've got the buckboard handy. We 
can tie these two up, load 'em aboard and take 
'em to the sheriff. Seems to me like as if they 
ought to be in jail for a spell!" 

When they had tied both men, bandaged up 
Bert's leg, and loaded the pair on the buck- 
hoard, Clem turned to Hezekiah Green and 
grinned. "Mister, you're a real whirlwind. It 
took plenty of courage for you to take on a 
couple of hard-case hombres like that, unarmed 
as you were. You sure saved my skin." He held 
out his right hand toward the farmer. 

Hezekiah Green kept his own hands at his 
sides. "No need for you to dirty your skin 
against a ncster," he said solemly. "I didn't 
do you any favor. Just happens I believe in fair 
play, too." 

M^OR A SECOND, Clem Good looked 
-™- startled. Then he burst into uncontrolled 
laughter. "Mister, you've got me dead to rights. 
But I aim to be your friend whether you like 
it or not. And I aim to see that you and all 
the other nesters get a square deal in these 
parts. A real square deal!" 

THE END 
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